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A member o f the Southern Cheyenne tribe 
named Oivit or Scabby. He was born in 1880 
in Cantonment, Okla. This picture was taken 
by De Lancey Gill in 1908.
Cheyenne genesis
by Anthony J. Acerrano, Profiles associate editor
Author's note: The story that follows is not a fictional 
anecdote; rather, it is an important part o f a people's 
culture. This is an account of the Cheyenne Indians' 
origin story—-the Cheyenne Genesis. It is also 
testament to a tradition o f education—the oral 
descent of tribal customs and knowledge. The 
Cheyenne kept no written records of their history; 
but then, they needed none. They handed down their 
wisdom and lore by word, by direct telling. And the 
tellings were repeated without variation, until the 
listeners also were able to tell the story without 
variation. Thus, the traditions could be kept, and the 
words would not waver with time, but would keep 
their presence and tone as solidly as if  they were 
written.
The details of what follows were provided by 
Henrietta Whiteman, director of Native American 
Studies and a Cheyenne. The story that is told, the 
origin story, is the authentic Cheyenne Genesis, 
verified by the Northern Cheyenne Research and 
Human Developoment Assoc.
The Cheyenne children huddled in the teepee, 
knees drawn, watching the grown-ups and waiting for 
the story to begin.
It was night, the only time the origin story could be 
told, for it was a very sacred story. All the children 
knew the penalty for breaking the night rule: the illicit 
teller would be burdened in later life with a back that 
was hunched and bent. Such was the power and 
sovereignty of the tale.
The tribal storyteller pushed aside the teepee flaps 
and moved to his place in the packed lodge. He was a 
prominent member of the tribe: teacher of the young 
and old alike. And when he spoke, the children 
listened carefully and intently, for they soon would be 
called upon to repeat the story in detail. Thus they 
learned to listen and remember. Even if the story 
dragged on into the late hours, the children listened 
with care. To fall asleep during a telling was shameful 
and disrespectful, no matter what the time.
The teepee was silent. All eyes focused on the 
storyteller. The children rocked into a final position 
and listened. And this is what they heard:
Maheo lived in the void. He looked around, but 
there was nothing to see. He listened, but there was 
nothing to hear. There was only Maheo, alone in 
nothingness.
Because of the greatness of his Power, Maheo was 
not lonesome. His being was a Universe. But as he 
moved through the endless time of nothingness it 
seemed to Maheo that his Power should be put to use. 
“ What good is Power,”  Maheo asked himself, “ if it is 
not used to make a world and people to live in it?”
With his Power, Maheo created a great water, like a 
lake, but salty. Out of this salty Water Maheo could 
bring all life that ever was to be. The lake itself was life, 
if Maheo so commanded it. In the darkness of 
nothingness, Maheo could feel the coolness of the 
water and taste the tang of salt on his lips.
“ There should be water beings,”  Maheo told his 
Power. And so it was. First the fish, swimming in the 
deep water, and then the mussels and snails and 
crayfish lying on the sand and mud Maheo had 
formed so that his lake would have a bottom.
“ Let us also create something that lives on the 
water,”  Maheo said to his Power.
And so it was. For now there were snow geese, 
mallards, teal, coots, terns and loons—all living and 
swimming about on the water's surface. Maheo could 
hear the splashing of their feet and the flapping of 
their wings in the darkness.
I would like to see the things I have created, Maheo 
thought.
And again, so it was. Light began to grow and 
spread, first white and bleached in the east, then 
golden and strong until it filled the middle of the sky 
and extended all around the horizon. Maheo watched 
the light, and he saw the birds and fishes; he saw the 
shellfish.
How beautiful it all is, Maheo thought in his heart.
Then the snow goose paddled over to where she 
thought Maheo would be, in the space above the lake.
“ I do not see You, but I know you exist,”  the goose 
said. “ I do not know where You are, but I know You 
must be everywhere. Listen to me Maheo. This is good 
water You have made. But birds are not like fish. 
Sometimes we get tired of swimming. Sometimes we 
would like to get out of the water.”
“ Then fly!”  Maheo said, and he waved his arms. All 
the water birds flew, skittering along the lake's surface 
until they could rise into the air. The skies were full 
and dark with them.
“ How beautiful their wings are in the light,”  Maheo 
said to his Power, as he watched the birds wheel and 
turn.
The loon was the first to drop back to the surface of 
the lake.
“ Maheo,”  said the loon. “ You have made us sky and 
light to fly in, and You have made us water to swim in.
It sounds ungrateful to want more, but when we are 
tired of swimming and tired of flying, we need a dry 
solid place on which to walk and rest. Give us a place 
to build our nests, please, Maheo."
“ So be it,”  answered Maheo, “ but to make such a 
place I must have your help, all of you. By myself I have 
made four things: the water and light, the sky air, and 
the peoples of the water. Now I must have help if I am
to create more, for my Power will only allow me to 
make four things by myself/'
"Tell us how we can help You," said the water 
peoples. "We are ready to do what You say."
Maheo stretched out his hand and beckoned. "Let 
the biggest and the swiftest try to find land first," he 
said, and the snow goose came to him.
"I am ready to try," the snow goose said, and she 
drove herself along the water until the white wake 
behind her grew to a sharp white point that pushed 
her up into the air. She flew high into the sky, until she 
was only a dark spot against the clearness of light. 
Then the goose turned and plunged—faster than any 
arrow and dived into the water. She pierced the 
surface with her beak as if it were the point of a spear.
The snow goose was gone a long time. Maheo 
counted to four 400 times before she rose to the 
surface of the water and laythere floating, her beak 
open as she gasped for air.
"What have you brought us?" Maheo asked her.
The snow goose sighed sadly. "Nothing," she 
answered. "I brought nothing back."
Then the loon tried, and after him, the mallard. Each 
in turn rose until he was a speck against the light; each 
turned and dived with the speed of a flashing arrow 
into the water. And each rose wearily and gasped, 
"Nothing," when Maheo asked what he had brought.
At last there came the little coot, paddling across the 
surface of the water very quietly, dipping his head 
sometimes to catch a tiny fish.
"Maheo," the little coot said softly, "when I put my 
head beneath the water, it seems to me that I see 
something there, far below. Perhaps I can swim down 
to it I don't know. I can't fly or dive like my sisters 
and brothers. All I can do is swim, but I will swim down 
the best I know how and go as deep as I can. May I try, 
please, Maheo?"
"Little brother," said Maheo, "no one can do more 
than his best, and I have asked for the help of all the 
water peoples. Certainly you shall try. Perhaps 
swimming will be better than diving after all. Try, little 
brother, and see what you can do."
"Hah-ho!" the little coot said. "Thank you Maheo," 
and he put his head under the water and swam down 
and down, until he was out of sight.
The coot was gone a long, long time. Then Maheo 
and the other birds could see a little dark spot beneath 
the water's surface, slowly rising toward them. It 
seemed as if they would never see the coot himself, 
but at last the spot began to have shape. It was indeed 
the little coot swimming up from the bottom of the 
salty lake.
Robert Ridge Walker, a Northern Cheyenne. This picture 
was taken about 1900 by Christian Barthelmess.
When the coot reached the surface, he stretched his 
closed beak upward into the light, but he did not open 
it.
“ Give me what you have brought,”  Maheo said, and 
the coot let his beak fall open, so a little ball of mud 
could fall from his tongue into Maheo's hand.
“ Go, little brother,”  Maheo said. “ Thank you, and 
may what you have brought always protect you.”
And so it was and is, for the coot's flesh still tastes of 
mud, and neither man nor animal will eat a coot unless 
there is nothing else to eat.
Maheo rolled the ball of mud between the palms of 
his hands, and it began to grow larger, until there was 
nearly too much mud for Maheo to hold. He looked 
around for a place to put the mud, but there was 
nothing but water or air anywhere around him.
“ Come and help me again, water peoples,”  Maheo 
called. “ I must put this mud somewhere. One of you 
must let me place it on his back.”
continued on back page
The wonderful uncertainty of writing 
Two Montana authors discuss their craft
Dorothy M. Johnson
Editor's note: Dorothy M. Johnson is a well-known 
writer of both fiction and nonfiction. She has 
authored more than a dozen books, including "Indian 
Country," "The Bloody Bozeman" and "The Bedside 
Book of Bastards."  Miss Johnson also has written many
short stories----- three of which have been made into
movies: "The Hanging Tree," "The Man Who Shot 
Liberty Valance" and "A Man Called Horse." She 
received an honorary doctor of letters degree from 
the University, where she taught magazine writing 
from 1953 to 1957.
by Dorothy M. Johnson
Once I read a stodgy biography of Somerset 
Maugham in which the biographer told exactly 
where, in the South Pacific, Maugham “ got”  some of 
his stories. Nonsense! The biographer had obviously 
never written any fiction. Stories don't grow on trees, 
whether palm or pine, ripe for the plucking, complete 
with narrative, suspense, emotion and dialogue. They 
grow in writers' minds, sometimes rather painfully. 
But ideas for them can come from anywhere.
Bits of ideas—solutions to little problems that arise 
in writing—come from anywhere, too. One solution 
struck me during a performance of “ Orfeo ed 
Euridice”  at the old Metropolitan Opera. My problem 
was the cowboy hero in a story that was trying to be 
born; he didn't have much personality. On stage, 
Orfeo was supposed to be a man; he wore a Greek 
robe and a lot of big heavy bracelets. But he was 
obviously a woman. How about having my cowboy 
wear a thin silver bracelet and cocky air of “ Wanna 
make something of it?”  That gave him personality, all 
right. The story was “ She's Gone With Gypsy Davey,”  
published in the Saturday Evening Post and in my first 
book, “ Beulah Bunny Tells All."
When I lived in New York I trained myself out of the 
subway syndrome (which means going into a stupor 
until it's time to get off the train) and concentrated on 
thinking out story problems on the way to the office. 
This doesn't work in Missoula, where I drive a car, 
although a good idea for a book dawned once on a 
long stretch of highway between Lewistown and 
Great Falls. But in towns with traffic, I need all my wits
for driving. Once I stopped for a blinking red light in 
front of a school while puzzling about a problem in a 
novel. I waited for the light to turn green until a truck 
driver behind me leaned on his horn. That light can't 
turn green.
No story of mine ever appeared whole and 
miraculous, like hibiscus or huckleberries, but I 
remember, vividly what sparked most of them. I'll 
mention a few that have had considerable exposure.
Three became motion pictures. The first of these 
was “ The Hanging Tree,”  starring Gary Cooper, Karl 
Mauldin and Maria Schell. The idea came from two 
western movies about men lost and thirsty in the 
desert.
“ This is getting monotonous,”  I thought. “ But is it 
dead as a suspense gimmick? Can it be revitalized with 
a switch? How about a girl lost and thirsty in the 
desert? But how did she get there?”
After ten years of rewriting (during this time I was 
doing some other things, of course) a 65,000-word 
novel resulted. A whole string of publishers turned it 
down. Then one required me to cut it in half (I 
whittled it to 39,000) so he could include some short 
stories in the book. The movie, set in a gold camp, had 
the girl unconscious from exposure in a nice green 
forest, where anyone with the least bit of outdoor 
experience could have found water. It was filmed in 
the Yakima Valley. The desert idea, which started the 
whole story, was completely gone.
The story behind the second movie, “ The Man Who 
Shot Liberty Valance,”  came from several western 
movies and a switch. The tense walk-down of two 
armed, fearless men bent on homicide may have been 
new when Owen Wister used it in The Virginian but it 
was old and tired when I wondered, “ Is there any way 
to switch that and freshen it up? What if one man is a 
scared tenderfoot and not even a good shot?”  In the 
movie, he was James Stewart, who only thought he 
shot Lee Marvin, but John Wayne really did. (He 
autographed a picture for me: “ Have you anyone else 
you want shot?” )
“ A Man Called Horse”  resulted from studying a 
book called The Crow Indians, by Robert Lowie, an 
ethnologist. That was when I was beginning to get 
interested in Indians, before the interest became an 
obsession. I read the book twice and realized, “ This is 
another world, complete and strange, and this author 
has put me into it!”  I began to wonder what would 
happen to a man actually put into it by capture, 
without any book to explain Crow customs. He would 
have to adjust or die.
continued on page three
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A. B. Guthrie Jr.
Editor's note: A.B. Guthrie Jr. graduated from the 
University in 1923 with a B.A. in journalism. He 
became a newspaperman for the Lexington 
(Kentucky) Leader. After many years on the paper, 
Guthrie began to work on a serious novel, which 
ultimately became "The Big Sky," a lasting work of 
Western literature. Author o f several other
photo by Ingvard Henry Eide
novels—"The Way West" and "These Thousand 
Hills," to name two prominent examples—Guthrie 
has achieved continued popular success and critical 
acclaim for his writing.
In the following paragraphs, excerpted with 
permission from his autobiography, "The Blue Hen's 
Chick," Guthrie tells about the completion of "The 
Big Sky" and "The Way West." The latter won him the 
Pulitzer Prize in Letters in 1950.
by A.B. Guthrie Jr.
Word by word and line by |ine my manuscript 
proceeded. Not in bursts, though. For me, writing is a 
slow and painful business. It demands concentration 
and search and presents the obstacles of 
dissatisfaction with what could be said better. And 
there's no immediate reward in putting words on 
paper. The reward, great but fugitive, is in having 
written, in having found the word, the line, the 
paragraph, the chapter that is as good as ever you can 
make it. I spent a full day on one line of dialogue and 
knocked off satisfied.
Lonely, I found company in my characters, who 
grew as I came to understand them. They assumed 
their own qualities independent of me and hence 
became more demanding. And names. They took or 
had taken their own with scarcely a thought on my 
part. Their independence, along with their 
development, made me almost superstitious. Writing 
ahead of my research, I kept finding my guesses jibed 
with the facts. A final experience came close to closing 
the case. One of my characters called himself Deakins, 
a name unheard of. A couple of years after I had 
completed my manuscript, I wandered along the crest 
of Independence Rock in eastern Wyoming. There, 
on what was called the great register of the desert, fur- 
hunters and others who followed the sun had painted 
or chiseled their names. One leaped to my 
incredulous eye. DEAKINS. Standing there, staring at a 
name inscribed long ago, gazing at distances too far 
for the mind to reach, I thought: I have been here 
before.
In 1946 “ The Big Sky”  got itself completed, or it got 
me to complete it. Hours and weeks and months of 
slave labor went into it. Working, I could look back on 
what I had done with some satisfaction, but what 
remained to be done appalled me. Part of the reason 
was that I had made no chapter-by-chapter or scene- 
by-scene outline. I thought then, as I think now, that I 
would be imprisoned by such a projection. I had a 
theme, not original, that each man kills the thing he 
loves. If it had any originality at all, it was only that a 
band of men, the fur-hunterS, killed the life they loved 
and killed it with a thoughtless prodigality perhaps 
unmatched. Yet in the absence of an outline the 
typewriter was errant or balky. It produced pages of 
junk or no pages at all. I cursed it day after day.
But the end came. Clutching the manuscript, 
knowing only that I couldn't do better, I set out for 
New York, so exhausted as to be numb to all 
consequences. Even the welcome it and I got left me 
indifferent if not unappreciative. A thing done was 
done, and already my mind had fixed itself on the 
Oregon Trail and a new book, “ The Way West.”
I wasn't prepared for the praise the unpublished 
book got. Me, an important new author? Me, a fresh 
voice out of the West? Me? I read the reviews and 
looked at the pictures and, though pleased, felt 
somehow diminished while my family rejoiced. 
Though my being had gone into it, the book wasn't 
mine now, and what comments were made about it 
were like voices heard in the distance. Here I was, 
apart from it, and tomorrow I would fall on my-face.
Once “ The Big Sky”  caught on, there followed a 
flock of invitations to cocktail parties, luncheons, 
public appearances, interviews and afternoons for 
autographs. For the sake of sales, out of excitement 
and considerations of courtesy, I tried to oblige, and 
think now I shouldn't have. I was out of character. I 
belonged with my partner and enemy, the typewriter.
The University of Montana, my alma mater, wrote to 
ask if I would appear on the campus and accept an 
honorary doctorate of letters, and, incidently, make a 
short speech. Such men as John Mason Brown and
continued on page three
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continued from  page two
The story that resulted was published in Collier's: 
and several collections, including one published by 
the Hilton hotels for bedside reading for their guests. 
It was bought for the old television series, "Wagon 
Train," and what they did with it was horrible. A 
motion picture producer named Sandy Howard, 
down with the flu in the Tokyo Hilton, read the 
bedside book and got excited. He took an option on 
Horse and produced a movie in which my Crow 
Indians mysteriously became Sioux Indians, who had 
very different customs.
Richard Harris was the captive white man, slave of 
an old hag played by Dame Judith Anderson. The film 
had its world premiere in Italy—people there are mad 
about westerns. (My book Indian Country was 
published as "Tomahawk" in Italy; it includes "Un 
Uomo Chiamato Cavallo, L'Uorao che Uccise Liberty 
Valance, e altri ancora scelti da registi famosi." If you 
prefer Indonesian, look for Dari Wilajah Tipi dan 
Mokasin.)
Later I was planning to tour Africa, finishing in 
Greece. A Greek friend, Doreen Magazian, who 
attended the University of Montana about 1950, now 
works for the U.S. Embassy in Athens. She asked me to 
lecture on American Indians before a showing of "A 
Man Called Horse" by the Embassy's cultural section. 
Nobody expected me to speak Greek, and most of the 
dialogue in the movie is in Sioux.
I sent her a copy of the lecture before leaving here. 
Somewhere in South Africa her reply reached me: the 
cultural attach^ suggested that I omit about three 
pages of funny stories and fill in with more about 
Indians. So I rewrote it—without any reference 
books—in various game lodges in East Africa and 
retyped it in Athens on a borrowed typewriter that 
spoke better French than it did English.
photo by Lee Nye
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Incidentally, the movie was playing in Salisbury, 
capital of Rhodesia, when I was at Victoria Falls. 
Newspaper ads warned that attendance was restricted 
to persons over eighteen. It's a bloody movie, but 
don't blame me for the current bloodshed in 
Rhodesia. All that blood isn't in the original story.
I, who grew up in Whitefish, Montana, was 
delighted to lecture in Athens. Of course the great 
orators like Pericles and Demosthenes aren't there 
any more, so there wasn't any hot competition. The 
audience was polite, waiting patiently for the movie.
A sequel to "A Man Called Horse" is to burst on the 
waiting wprld in New York this July. I had nothing to 
do with this one. The legal documents involved call it 
"A Man Called Horse—Part II—The Return," but I 
doubt if that's the actual title. Richard Harris dies in 
this one, so there isn't likely to be a Part III.
I'll mention the genesis of a fourth story, "Lost 
Sister," and then stop. This is about a little girl 
captured by Indians and returned to her white family 
after she had lived as an Indian for many years. It is 
based, but not very firmly, on the true story of Cynthia 
Parker in Texas. It is not "historical fiction." It's just a 
story, sparked by the sadness in the face of Cynthia 
Parker's only photograph, made after she was 
returned to her white relatives. She died of a broken 
heart.
"Lost Sister" won me a Spur Award from the 
Western Writers of America for Best Western Short 
Story of its year. It has been reprinted in about three 
dozen collections; eight of them were school readers 
on various levels. Recently it became an opera, 
"Bessie." James Eversole, formerly a music professor 
at the University of Montana, wrote both music and 
libretto. The world premiere was April 29,1976, at the 
University of Connecticut at Storrs, where he teaches.
Story ideas come from anywhere and lead to almost 
anywhere, too.
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Officers in the 
classroom
Bob Weaver's day begins in a squad car. On the 
morning shift he begins his rounds driving through an 
unmetered parking lot under one of the bridges. 
There have been a lot of burglaries there lately, and if 
he drives through at unscheduled times, he might 
catch the thief at work, or more likely, the thief will 
see the squad car and be scared off.
The morning shift is quiet, and the sun beams warm 
and bright through the windshield. The first call is a 
request to escort two funeral processions later in the 
morning. Weaver .cringes.
"They take up more of our time than any other 
single group, and when there are only three squad 
cars in the morning. . ."
Does he leave the procession if he receives an 
important call?
"It doesn't have to be a very important one."
The desk calls car 29 again, and Weaver checks out 
an attempted burglary at a churcffi What will his 
report read? "  'An unknown thief at an unknown 
time, attempted.. . '  "  he said. " It  was probably kids." 
And so the morning goes as he cruises through a 
favorite teenage parking spot and watches for 
speeders.
Even on slow, weekday mornings. Weaver's 
attention can't wander. Patroling Missoula's streets, 
parks and schools mandates a sharp eye, a good 
memory and a lot of intuition. If a car has been parked 
downtown in the same place for a few days, it could 
have been stolen and abandoned. The occupant of a 
car frequently parked near a school or playground 
may be a child molester. And when the car of a 
known, but unconvicted thief, appears in front of 
someone else's house, it bears checking out.
Several times a week. Bob Weaver's day ends at the 
University of Montana, where he is a student of 
business. In 1964 he yyas a student who, after high 
school graduation wasn't quite sure what to do with 
his life. He attended the University off and on, when 
hunting and skiing were not in season, then he 
enlisted in th |j service, came back to school,for three 
years, quit, and joined the police force.
Now he's back in school again, attending a special 
program called LEEP (taw Erifbrcirtient EddbatTon 
Program), funded by the federal Law Enforcement 
Assistance Administration. So are about 20 other
Missoula city police officers, more than 30 
correctional officers from the Deer Lodge state 
prision and several other correctional officers in the 
state.
Weaver, like most police officers, can't afford to pay 
for University tuition and books from his less-than- 
adequate salary. So the government and the 
University pay for up to four years of tuition and books 
to fulfill one of the main objectives of the program: to 
provide a better educated police force at the local 
l^vel.
The officers must, of course, meet the same 
academic requirements as other students and are 
required to remain in full-time criminal justice work 
for two years after attending.
LEEP studentsjaire eligible to take any classes at the 
University and to major in an^ subject. Many enroll in 
sociology and criminology classes, which supplement 
their jobs and relate to their profession. Others are 
majoring in other subjects^ such as business and 
communication, and there h*$s been strong interest in 
the sciences, especially wildlife biology.
Because of shifts that begin at odd times of the 
morning and night, most jS|lissoula officers attend 
evening extension classes. University professors travel 
to Deer Lodge to teach classes taken by the officers at 
the prison. Gerry Olsen,Sr6ordinator of the program 
on campus and administrative assistant in the Center 
for Continuing Education and Summer Programs, said 
her office tries to design some extension courses to fit 
the officers' interests!!
" If  at least eight people are interested and we can 
find an instructor to teach it, we can offer just about 
anything the officers request," she said. In addition, 
counselors are available to help officers with 
scheduling and course work.
Weaver and the other Missoula officers enrolled in 
the program appreciate the opportunity to work 
toward degrees or to supplement their knowledge of 
the criminal justice system, but agree on one major 
problem: Jack of time. And those who have two jobs 
to  supplement their incomes often find the problem 
insurmountable.
One officer explained that he spends the two weeks 
between quarters sleeping to catch up. Often family 
Kfejfc neglected, Weaver said. "Sometimes you have 
to push family relations to a fragile edge." To further 
complicate schedules, shifts sometimes begin at 5:30 
a.m. or in the evenings and phange about every three 
months.
But since the program began in 1970, more than 300 
criminal-justice employes liave participated in jthe 
progrirfc In the pasftlw f§iFs about three a year have 
been awarded baccajaureate degrees, and presently 
about six are working on graduate degrees.
Guthrie
continued from  page tw o  
Clarence Streit, the letter set forth, had appeared for 
doctorates before me. Of course I replied yes. So 
there came the ceremony, the investiture, the speech. 
If I have the order of procedure wrong, it is because I 
was terrified.
A day or two later my old friend, the fine craftsman 
Joseph Kinsey Howard, then teaching at Montana, 
told me in high glee that I'd received the wrong 
honor. I was to have been made a Doctor of Letters. 
Somewhere in the works the instructions got fouled, 
with the result that the parchment and cape signified a 
Doctor of Literature, a pitch above that of mere 
Letters. Just before the ceremony someone 
discovered the e rro r. The com m ittee  or 
faculty—whoever was in charge of such things—met 
in hasty and high consternation. But the cape had 
been made and the sheepskin prepared. What the 
hell.
My degree has been framed, and, when occasion 
offers, I wear my cape proudly, for I am unique: the 
one and only Doctor of Literature by inadvertence.
"The Big Sky" gave me a financial footing. Holiday 
magazine, with as expert an editorial staff as I have 
ever encountered, helped out with a couple of 
assignments, one for a piece about Montana, the 
second about Kentucky. It was in doing these articles 
that I discovered how much more demanding is the 
journalism of magazines than the journalism of
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newspapers. The comparison is not odious: 
magazines aren't in a daily race with the clock.
While I prospered, my publishers were going 
broke, not because they vyeren't good publishers but 
because they had begun business just prior to a slump 
and had no backlist—like, say, a cookbook—to sustain 
them.
Under their pressure, in six months of such effort as 
I'll never be able to muster again, I wrote "The Wav 
West".
Some weeks after the manuscript had been 
completed, we set out again for Montana and the 
University's short course in writing at Missoula, where 
I was to teach. We made the trip with no decline of old 
elation and at Missoula fell in with established friends, 
among whom was Joe Howard, the director. Came a 
lull in the conference, and Joe and I went downtown. 
A telegram awaited me at the hotel. I opened and read 
it and, unbelieving, passed it slowly to Joe. It said I had 
made the Book-of-the-Month Club. Joe let out a 
whoop. He couldn't wait to get back to the campus . 
and announce the glad news. You would have 
thought my good fortune was his. He was that way.
Now I was in the real money, or thought I was, not 
having learned yet that the Federal government and 
the Internal Revenue Service held to the tradition that 
the place for authors was attics. Federal 
administrations kiss art in swift passing and hurry on, 
money in hand, for assignations with oil wells, office 
buildings and the dear fruits of the soil.
Months more or less idle passed after our return to 
Kentucky. I was lazy or exhausted, one or both; and it 
began to seem foolish, once I'd been introduced to 
the ways of tax-gatherers, to mal^e any more 
immediate money. However I did take an assignment 
from Holiday. Working on it, I found I needed some 
data that my old friends in the newsroom could look 
up.
I called. One Of the friends said, "Congratulations, 
Bud."
I asked for what.
'You've won the Pulitzer Prize. Just came in on the 
wire."
Forty-five minutes later, I found I had won it. A 
telegram to that effect came from Dwight D. 
Eisenhower, then president of Columbia University.
3
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AGNES GETTY SLOAN '26, M.A. '30 has retired as 
chairman of the English department at Garden Grove Higji 
School in Garden Grove, Calif. She lives in Santa Ana.
ARTHUR SVENSON '35 writes that although he quit the 
University of North Carolina, Greensboro, and gave up his 
endowed chair, the administration insisted he was retiring 
and made him emeritus professor of economics and 
business administration. He now is living in St. Petersburg, 
Fla.
BRUCE BOYLE '39 has retired from the Bureau of Mines in 
Reno, Nev., and has moved to Las Vegas. He worked 34 years 
for the government and was chief of the Technical Service 
Division in Boulder City, Nev., for teh years before being 
transferred to Reno.
40s
JEAN SIDERFIN CORRY '34 has worked on the City of 
Davis Senior Citizen Commission and was president of the 
Davis Chapter of the American Association of Retired 
Persons. Now she is living in Caringbah, N.S.W., Australia.
VERNA GREEN SMITH '40, director of public information 
of CEMREL, Inc. (St. Louis-based national educational 
laboratory), yvon first place in the news story category and 
second place in page make up in the annual Missouri Press 
Women Communications Contest.
HELEN KNUTSON MITTENDORF x'40 is a resource 
specialist in the special education department in Portland, 
Ore.
ALBERT B. WEAVER '40 is executive vice president and 
professor of physics at the University of Arizona, Tucson.
WALTER HOOK '42, professor of art at the University, 
received $5,000 from the Western States Arts Foundation's 
1976 Visual Arts Fellowship Program.
MARY BUKVICH FENTON '43 was invited to be a panelist 
at the fifth annual National School Volunteer Program 
Conference in Miami, Fla. She is a partner in Public 
Relations Associates in Great Falls.
DOROTHY ROCHON POWERS '43, feature writer for the 
Spokesman-Review, won two awards for outstanding 
newspaper writing in 1975 by the Washington Press Women. 
She placed second in the special articles category for a two- 
part series on the reason for the high cost of Washington 
medical care and third place in the editorials for daily 
newspapers division.
ERNEST B. CORRICK '48 was appointed general manager 
of the Rocky Mountain region for the Champion 
Timberlands operation of Champion International. He lives 
in Missoula.
RUTH ROBINSON ROSS M.A. '48 is living in 
Lawrenceville, N.J., where she is retired from teaching. She 
received her doctorate at the University of Pennsylvania and 
taught college and did research in American literature.
Homecoming parade to be revived
The return of the Homecoming parade and a ten- 
year reunion for the class of 1966 are new activities 
planned for Homecoming festivities Oct. 8 and 9 on 
campus.
“ Spirit of 76“  is the theme for the parade, which is 
being produced this year for the first time since 1971. 
It will begin at 10 a.m. Saturday (Oct. 9) at the 
Burlington Northern depot on Higgins and proceed 
south on Higgins, disbanding near Dornblaser Field.
Speech and hearing 
dedication ceremony 
to be this month
It took twelve years of planning, but this month a 
dedication ceremony w ill mark the end of 
construction on a $600,000 speech and hearing clinic 
on campus.
The clinic, situated in the remodeled basement of 
the Student Health Service building, houses not only 
faculty offices and classrooms for the speech 
pathology and audiology department, but a 
comprehensive facility to provide diagnostic services 
for the community and state. The dedication and a 
banquet are planned for July 15-17.
Richard Boehmler, chairman of the department, 
said he has been trying for about 12 years to find space 
and funding to expand. Finally the department 
received a state appropriation to pay for about half of 
the construction, and the federal government 
provided the balance.
Before an addition to the building was built and the 
old quarters remodeled, the department and clinic 
were stuffed together into half the room they now 
occupy. Some of the department's audiological 
measuring equipment stood unused for years because 
there was no room to operate it.
“ We've got the facility now to do it right,'' 
Boehmler said. “ We haven't increased the size of our 
operation, but now we're not overcrowded.''
The larger facilities also have made possible several 
new additions, including 15 therapy rooms (compared 
to six before), each of which is hooked up to closed- 
circuit television. That way faculty members can 
unobtrusively watch students conduct therapy 
sessions.
Speech pathology and audiology students do 90 per 
cent of the testing and therapy at the clinic, under 
faculty supervision. Besides diagnosing reasons for 
hearing and communication problems, the students 
help provide the audiological aspect of many 
physicians' medical examinations, conduct therapy 
sessions and act as consultants in researching 
problems as diverse as noise pollution.
A small, one-bedroom apartment has been built 
especially for children with communication problems 
who come to the clinic from out of town. The home­
like environment helps the often-nervous children 
relax so they can be treated.
Boehmler said several leaders in .the speech 
pathology and audiology profession are expected to 
arrive for the dedication of the clinic, whose resources 
are comparable with those in Minneapolis, Seattle 
and Denver.
In addition to the traditional reunions planned for 
the 50-, 35- and 25-year classes, the ten-year class of 
1966 also will be reunited this year. Members of all 
reunion classes will be honored during receptions at 
the new banquet facilities at the Village Motor Inn 
motel Friday (Oct. 8) at 4 p.m. and at the Awards 
Dinner Friday night at 6 at the same location-
The recipients of the Distinguished Service Award 
and other alumni awards also will be introduced at the 
dinner. Tickets are $6 each and reservations can be 
made by filling out the coupon below.
The UM Grizzlies will meet the Northern Arizona 
Lumberjacks for a football game at 2 p.m. at 
Dornblaser Field. Western Montana high school 
bands, which will march in the parade, also will 
perform jointly during half time. Reserved tickets for 
the game are-$4.50 and $5.50, and checks should be 
mailed directly to the Field House Ticket Office at the 
University.
Other activities will be campus tours and visits; 
lighting of the “ M ”  on Mt. Sentinel; a concert or 
dance; open houses at the sororities, fraternities and 
residence halls, and informal class reunions.
Awards Banquet Coupon
Yes, I would like to reserve tickets at $6
each for the Homecoming Awards Dinner.
Enclosed is my check for $_____
Mail to the Alumni Center, University of 
Montana, Missoula, Montana 59801.
Name _________________________ ._____
Delaney begins term 
as alumni president
Ted Delaney, a Missoula businessman and 1947 
graduate of the University, was inaugurated president 
of the Alumni Association during its annual meeting 
in May.
Also installed at the meeting were Bradley Parrish, a 
1967 graduate from Lewistown, who was elected vice 
president, and Gail Paige Good, a 1962 graduate from 
Fort Benton who was elected three-year delegate-at- 
large. Parrish will serve as alumni vice president for 
one year and assume the duties of association 
president in 1977. Good will serve as delegate-at-large 
with Jeff Doggett from White Sulphur Springs and Carl 
“ Buzz'' Suhr Jr. from Glendive.
Delaney, who succeeds Henry “ Dutch'' Dahmer of 
Great Falls, received his bachelor of arts degree in 
journalism ahd is president of Delaney's Bureau of 
Printing in Missoula.
Besides the three delegates-at-large, each of the 13 
alumni districts within Montana is represented in the 
House of Delegates by two delegates. One delegate 
from each district is elected each year and serves two 
years.
New delegates for this year are Jeffrey Stoick '57, 
Kalispell; Carolyn Palin Morrison '61, Lewistown; 
Scott Wink '70, Havre; Gary Tbogerson 70, Sidney; 
Robert Martinek '51, Forsyth; Stephen Fenter '64, 
Billings, and George Reece, '60, Livingston.
William D. Erickson '60, Helena; Suzanne Grove 
Fischer '49, Butte; J. Weston Rhodes '56, Stevensville; 
Gladys Ferguson Bloom '51, Shelby; Patricia Kind 
Wallace 71, Anaconda, and John Alexander '67, Great 
Falls.
Terry Lou Hansen, a senior in communication sciences and 
disorders from Butte, uses stimulus cards to help a five-year- 
old develop productive language skills. Hansen is a CSD
major and was enrolled in a clinical practicum course Spring 




SHIRLEY McKOWN '51 was promoted to vice president 
for sales promotion for Liberty House Hawaii stores.
JAMES L. MURPHY '51 was promoted to the rank of 
colonel in the Air Force Reserve. He is still active in the 
Reserve and counsels young men and women who wish to 
attend the Air Force Academy.
WILLIAM COE M.A.E. '52 has retired from the Seattle 
school system and is living near Fort Casey on Whidbey 
Island, Wash.
HARRY FUHS '53 was appointed vice president and 
divisional controller of the Crescent Department Stores. He 
lives in Spokane.
Lt. Col. J. T. "BUZZ”  BOWLIN '56 was selected to attend 
the Navy War College in Newport, R.I., in August. He has 
been serving as the U.S. Marine Corps representative to the 
United Kingdom Joint Warfare Establishment at Old Sarum 
in Salisbury, England.
RALPH E. DeLANGE '59 is working for Memorex Corp. in 
Santa Clara, Calif.
GEORGE OLSEN '65 opened a dental office in Missoula 
after graduating from the University of Washington Dental 
School. He and his wife, JENNIFER O'NEAL OLSEN 71, live 
in Missoula with their daughter.
JOE HOPPEL '65 has written a book, "Bronco Bible,”  
which is a narrative and statistical history of the National 
Football League’s Denver Broncos. He works on the copy 
desk of The Denver Post.
DAN LARSON '65 was promoted to capital planning and 
engineering services manager with the St. Regis Paper Co. at 
Libby. He was formerly the assistant lumber and plywood 
division raw materials manger for the Company in Tacoma, 
Wash.
Capt: DAVID OVERCAST '65 is assigned to Mather AFB, 
.Calif., where he was promoted to the grade of major and 
selected for the Junior Chamber of Commerce Outstanding 
Young Men of America for 1976.
RON STUBBS '65, M.A. '66 is a professor at Coos Bay 
College in Oregon and lives in North Bend.
RAYMOND MOHOLT '55 is the new manager of 
product publicity for Western Wood Product? Assoc. 
He and his wife, LORINDA SMITH MOHOLT '59, live 
in Portland, Ore.
Capt. BERL E. STALLARD '66 received his master’s degree 
in psychology from Troy State University and has been 
assigned to the Air Force Academy, Colorado Springs, as a 
cadet counselor.
JOHN TEBBE '66 is a management analyst for the 
Department of Commerce in Washington, D.C.
ALAN PEENSTRA '67 was appointed trust officer at the 
Washington Trust Bank of Spokane, Wash:
DONNA HARRIS '69, director of learning resources at 
Lake Tahoe Community College, South Lake Tahoe, Calif., 
has delivered papers recently at state library and media 
educators’ conferences.
MARTIN MELOSI '69, '71 received a postdoctoral 
fellowship in environmental affairs from the Rockefeller 
Foundation to complete a book tentatively entitled 
"Environmental Pollution and Municipal Reform, 1865- 
1920.”  He is a history professor at Texas A & M University.
JOHN WILLIAMSON '69 was promoted to recreation 
manager for the Pleasant Valley Recreation and Park District 
in Camarillo, Calif. He also is head swimming coach at 
California Lutheran College in Thousand Oaks.
MELVIN CROSS '70 has completed requirements for a 
Ph.D. in economics at Texas A & M University. He is an 
assistant professor of economics at Dalhousie University, 
Halifax, Nova Scotia.
EDWARD FOLKWEIN '70 is a professional scouter 
working as associate district executive for the Black Otter 
District of the Montana Council of the Boy Scouts of 
America in Billings.
MARVIN HUTH '70 was awarded the master of 
international management degree from the American 
Graduate School of International Management in Glendale, 
Ariz.
GALE SCHUBRING RAMBERG 70  taught home 
economics for three years and now is living in Conrad with 
her husband and daughter.
TANA TICE VINCENT '70 is a medical technologist 
working at Professional Village in Missoula. Her husband, 
THOMAS VINCENT '74, is parts manger of T & R Equipment 
in East Missoula.
JAMES ABRAHAMSON '65 has been named vice 
president and general auditor of Washington 
Bancshares, Inc. in Spokane, Wash.
MARC CHILDRESS '71 is a forester for the Big Timber 
District of the Forest Service. He and his wife, ELLEN 
PUTZKER CHILDRESS '71, live near Big Timber.
THOMAS O’NEILL '71, M.B.A. '74 was promoted to 
assistant manager of the tax and insurance department of 
the Montana Power Co. He lives with his wife, DIANE L. 
O'NEILL 71, in Butte.
Capt. FRED ‘TRABER '71 was awarded the Air Force 
commendation medal for meritorious service as budget 
officer for USAF Tactical Fighter Weapons Center Range in 
Las Vegas, Nev. He now is chief of the operation division and 
director of the budget at the Alaskan Air Command in 
Anchorage.
C. CHRISTOPHER LOVELL '72 earned his J.D. degree from 
New York University Law School, where he was president of 
the law school student body. He accepted a position to 
practice securities law with a Wall Street Law firrp.
STEVE PALMBUSH .'72 joined Quatra Corp., a financial 
management firm serving the agricultural community with 
offices in Great Falls and Bellevue, Wash.
JOSEPH FRANK PURCELL '72 is an account executive with 
the R. L. Newport Advertising Agency in New York, N.Y.
MARTHA E. REEVES '73 was awarded a master of arts 
degree in English education from Northeast Missouri State 
University.
ROBERT C. CONKLIN JR. ’74 was awarded the master of 
international management degree from the American 
Graduate School of International Management in Glendale, 
Ariz.
ALICE DAVISON NICOL M.A. 74 is a guidance counselor 
in the Lander High School in Lander, Wyo.
BRUCE FRYAR 74 is a human relations specialist for the 
Rocky Mount Human Relations Department at Rocky 
Mount, N.C.
MARTHA SPOHN MORRISON '74 has become 
supervisor of advertising services for Pabst Brewing Co. in 
Milwaukee, Wis.
STEVE PETERSEN 74 will enter the California Institute of 
Technology this fall to  work on a doctorate in 
psychobiology. He has been a graduate assistant at the 
University of Montana.
BRADLEY TOLLIVER '74 and JILL BOWERS TOLLIVER 70 
live in Billings where Brad teaches German at Billings Senior 
High School and Jill is manager of Ryco Federal Credit 
Union.
2nd Lt. PATRICK PAIGE 75 is a deputy missile combat 
crew commander with a unit of the Strategic Air Command 
and is stationed at Malmstrom AFB.
BETTE SURMA 75 has joined the Lindburg Pharmacy in 
Ronan as a pharmacist.
Dirths
Kent Wellington to TERRY 70 and ANN WAGNlTZ BULLIS 
70.
Mariana Michelle to Alane and MIKE BUZZARD 70.
Kari Rochelle to James and JANET EICKELBERG HOPPER '68. 
Nathan James to JAMES '69 and MARY ANN STOCKHILL 
LILES 70.
Gina Michelle to MARTIN '69, M.A. 71 and CAROLYN 
RONCHETTO MELOSI 71.
Courtney Lee to DAVID '65 and NONA GRAYBEAL 
OVERCAST '68.
Tracy Lynn to THOMAS 74 and TANA TICE VINCENT 70. 
Thomas Bradley to BRADLY 72 and SHARON MIREHOUSE 
WENZ 72.
marriaqes
Kathryn Owens to GERALD BYGREN 74.
Beverly Ruff to DAVID CROWELL x'74.
CINDY DUNNE 74 to Jack Babon.
Barbara Rieman to WILLIAM J. GENTON '67. 
TANYA FISHER '66 to William Hannah.
PAMELA SANDELL 74 to R. SCOTT HORSLEY 73. 
PATRICIA KELSCH 75 to James Matelich.
Lola Music to THEODORE KRAMER III 70.
JULIA MARSHALL 70 to William Atkin.
Debbie Choquette to GREGORY MORCK 76. 
RUTH MULLEN 75 to Randy Barrett.
SARAH POUSH 74 to Robert Barrett.
CLAUDIA OLSON 71 to JAMES SCHAEFFER '68. 
MARY SCHAUER 70 to PATRICK SHEEHAN'74. 
JOANN KAY SMITH 73 to Marvin Normington. 
Carolyn Terwolbeck to TOM RATTERMAN 75. 
Darlene Harmel to GARY VIHINEN 74.
deaths
THOMAS W. DUNCAN '29 died March 25 in Missoula at * 
the age of 74. He began an insurance business in Missoula in 
1933 and retired a few years ago. He served as a Missoula 
County commissioner from 1951-57.
LLOYD HAGUE JR. '35 died April 19 in Salt Lake City, Utah. 
He worked in forestry all his life. He was 65.
CLEMENS HELTEMES '27 died at the age of 75 in Fargo, 
N.D.
ROBERT LUKE x'31 died April 16 in Minneapolis, Minn. 
He was a retired Air Force lieutenant colonel who had 
worked for Boeing Co.
DUNCAN "DUFF”  Me DONALD x'44 died April 13 in 
Miles City, where he was employed at Miles City Packing 
Co. He had been co-owner of the Miles City Sanitation 
Service since 1962. He was 54,
NONA DAHL MADSEN '53 died March 13 in Great Falls. 
She had worked as a laboratory technician and teacher and 
started the Scan Am Import Co. in Great Falls with her 
husband. She was 44.
ELWYN L. METZEL x'29 died March 6 in Alder. He had 
been a rancher and miner in the Ader area for many years.
BETTY MC BRIDE ROBERTS x'42 died at the age of 58 in 
Missoula April 13. She had been employed as a secretary and 
a bookkeeper.
DORIS JENSEN SCOTT '50 died May 5 in Great Falls. She 
had been a teacher at Paris Gibson Junior High School.
R. H. WIEDMAN J.D. '14 died April 18 in Poison at the age 
of 87. He was an attorney and former Lake County legislator. 
He was the last living member of the first class to graduate 








by Ron Righter, Profiles contributing writer
There'd been no food for days. Nothing but icy 
winds kicking across the flats, buffeting the seven 
wolves huddled under the tangled brush. Suddenly, 
the stench of rotting meat caught their nostrils. They 
pulled themselves to their feet and headed out into 
the swirling snow. They angled into the gusts and 
trailed up the side of the draw. The scent was getting 
stronger, and as the wolves reached the top of the rise, 
they spotted its source. Down below, in the 
snowberry, lay a carcass half-buried by the drifting 
powder. They lunged down the slope, their hunger 
driving them on. The leader, a powerful male, 
approached the brown form, testing the air for 
danger. Then he pushed his muzzle into the still-warm 
meat and tore out a mouthful. The others followed, 
and within seconds they were gorging themselves on 
the luxury of bison—bison laced with strychnine.
A few hours later, after the last whimpers had died 
away, *and after the convulsing limbs were stilled, 
seven more carcasses dotted the empty white of the 
plains—seven more carcasses to be skinned for their 
valuable.pelts by the man who laid the trap.
There were many men like him during the 1800s, 
when Montana still had more wolves than any of the 
other territories south of Canada. He may have been a 
professional wolf hunter—a wolfer—after the 
valuable pelts, or a cowboy hoping to earn some extra 
money collecting bounties. In any case, he played an 
important role in the decimation of Montana's wolf 
population. From the 1830s to the 1920s, the wolf was 
shot, trapped and poisoned into oblivion. Since then, 
wolves have been a rarity. In fact, some people fear 
that the wolf is gone forever from Montana. But 
according to at least one authority, there is cause for 
hope.
'"In the last few years," said Robert Ream, associate 
professor of wildlife biology and member of the 
Northern Rocky Mountain Wolf Recovery Team, 
"there's been a dramatic increase in the number of 
wolf sightings in the mountainous parts of the state."
Ream has been monitoring this trend for the past 
several years. Assisted by graduate student Gary Day 
and a handful of student volunteers, he's been 
searching files, interviewing trappers and ranchers 
and verifying wolf observations throughout the state. 
He isn't sure what's causing the upsurge in wolf 
numbers, but he does have la theory.
"It's possible," he said, "that this increase might be 
related to the restrictions the federal government 
placed on the use of predator control poisons."
These poisons—called predicides—had been used 
for many years to control coyotes, but they are lethal 
to the wolf as well. Then, in 1972, former President 
Nixon banned the use of predicides on public land, 
and the Environmental Protection Agency outlawed 
the interstate shipment of 1080, the most popular of 
the predicides. The result has been an increase in wolf 
numbers. However, livestock interests are pressuring 
the federal government to lift these restrictions.
Of course, cattlemen have always had an interest in 
the wolf. In the past they despised it, viewing it as a 
threat to their way of life. But it wasn't until the 1880s 
that this hostility became intensified. It was in this 
decade that the plains bison, till then the staple of the 
wolf's diet, was wiped out. Many wolves, unable to 
adjust to the new situation, began to prey on Cattle. 
Consequently, ranchers immediately offered
To make future location and capture easier, a biologist fits 
an electronic radio collar around the neck of a tranquilized 
wolf. (Dick Bend photo.)
bounties; then many counties did the same, and 
finally, in 1883, the state of Montana put its own 
bounty on the wolf.
"In fact," Ream said, " it  wasn't until last year that 
the state removed the bounty on wolves."
The bounty was lifted when the Montana legislature 
gave wolves full protection under the state's 
Nongame and Endangered Species Act, which is 
similar to the U.S. Endangered Species Act. The 
federal law classifies the wolf as "endangered" and 
protects it from hunting and trapping. In addition, it 
instructs government agencies to take no actions 
which are harmful to the wolf or its habitat.
According to Ream, not enough is known about the 
wolf in this region to manage the species properly. He 
believes intensive research needs to be done during 
the next several years.
The research project Ream has in mind consists of 
two phases: a survey phase in which wolf sightings 
would be verified and areas of high wolf activity 
pinpointed, and an ecological phase during which 
movements of individual animals would be recorded.
"The most important information for wolf 
management is on the size and boundaries of pack 
territories," Ream said, "so this is where most of our 
efforts would be concentrated."
To obtain this information. Ream will be trapping 
wolves—legal under a federal permit issued to him 
last year—and fitting them with radio-collars. All
tracking will be done by plane to avoid disturbing the 
animals. Unfortunately, money for the study is not yet 
available, and the project is severely understaffed. In 
spite of this. Ream and his co-workers have been 
checking out all reports of wolves.
"When a report comes in," Ream said, "either Gary 
or myself will go to the area, interview the person who 
made the report and check for tracks or any other 
signs of wolf activity."
Ream has found that on these excursions into rural 
Montana, among farmers and ranchers, the talk often 
turns to the wolf and its place in the state today. And 
he's been pleased and surprised by the attitudes of 
many people he's met.
"Public reaction to our work has been mixed," he 
said. "We've encountered some people who want the 
wolf back as long as there's no serious problems with 
cattle and sheep. And we've run into others who are 
adamantly in favor of eradication of the wolf. On the 
whole, the reaction's been better than we expected."
However, Ream sees obstacles in the wolf's path to 
recovery in Montana. He's concerned that the federal 
government will reduce restrictions on poisons in 
areas where the potential for wolf recovery is high.
"But the biggest problem we face right now," Ream 
said, "is pur lack of knowledge about the wolf in the 
Northern Rockies. You can't manage an animal unless 
you understand its ecological requirements, and the 
wolf is no exception."
photo by Danny On
Cheyenne genesis
continued from front page
All the fish and other water creatures came 
swimming to Maheo, and he tried to find the right one 
to carry the mud. The mussels and snails and crayfish 
were too small, although they all had solid backs, and 
they lived too deep in the water for the mud to rest on 
them. The fish were too narrow, and their back fins 
stuck through the mud and cut it to pieces. Finally, 
only one water person was left.
"Grandmother Turtle," Maheo asked, "do you 
think that you can help me?"
"I'm  very old and very slow," the turtle answered, 
"but I will try."
She swam to Maheo, and he piled the mud on her 
rounded back,'until he had made a hill. Under 
Maheo's hands the hill grew and spread and flattened, 
until Grandmother Turtle was hidden from sight.
So be it, said Maheo. "Let the earth be known as 
our Grandmother, and let the Grandmother who 
carried the earth be the only being who is at home 
beneath the water or within the earth or above 
ground; the only one who can go anywhere by 
swimming or walking as she chooses."
And so it was and is. Grandmother Turtle andall of 
her descendants must walk very slowly, for they carry 
the whole weight of the world on their backs.
Now there was earth as well as water, but the earth 
was barren. And Maheo said to his Power, "Our 
Grandmother Earth is like a woman; she should be 
fruitful. Let her begin to bear life. Help me, my 
Power." r
When Maheo said that, trees and grass sprang up to 
become Grandmother's hair. The flowers became her 
bright ornaments, and the fruits and seeds were the 
gifts the earth offered back to Maheo. The birds came
to rest on her hands when they were tired, and the fish 
came close to her sides. Maheo looked at the Earth 
Woman and thought she was very beautiful—the most 
beautiful thing he had made so far.
She should not be alone, Maheo thought. Let me 
give her something of myself, so she will know that I 
am near her and that Move her.
Maheo reached into his right side and pulled out a 
rib bone. He breathed on the bone and laid it softly on 
the bosom of the Earth Woman. The bone moved and 
stirred. It stood upright and walked. The first man had 
come to be.
"He is alone with the Grandmother Earth as I once 
was alone with the void," Maheo said. "It is not good 
to be alone."
So Maheo fashioned a human woman from his left 
rib and set her with man. Then there were two persons 
on Grandmother Earth; her children and Maheo's. 
They were happy together, and Maheo was happy as 
he watched them.
After a year, in the springtime, the first child was 
born. As the years passed, there were other children. 
They went their ways, and founded many tribes.
From time to time, after that, Maheo realized that 
his people walking on the earth had certain needs. At 
those times, Maheo, with the help of his Power, 
created animals to feed the people. He gave them 
deer for clothing and food, porcupines to make their 
ornaments, the swift antelope on the plains, and the 
prairie dogs that burrowed into the earth.
At last Maheo thought to his Power, "Why, one 
animal can take the place of all the others put 
together." And thus he made the buffalo.
Maheo is still with us. He is everywhere, watching all 
of his people and all of the creation he has made. 
Maheo is all good and all life; he is the creator, the 
guardian and the teacher. We are all here because of 
Maheo.
